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Guide Searching Youth 
Or Find The Catacombs 


By Catherine de Hueck 


Dear Friend, today I want to speak to you of hunger. 
The hunger that YOU will have to fill tomorrow when you 


become a priest in the order 


of Melchisedech. You MUST 


prepare yourself now for the spiritual bread-line that will 
encompass, surround, and almost overwhelm you. 

I speak of hungry hearts and souls. For I already 
have seen them, felt them, touched them in the youth of 
our modern world, which has at last arisen from a long 
spiritual sleep, and now is seeking to be filled with the Bread 
of Life and the Living Waters of Truth! 


From all parts of this vast 
North American Continent, 
the age old cry arises from 
the lips of youth . . “LORD 
WHAT SHALL I DO TO 
HAVE LIFE EVERLAST- 
ING?” 

But that is as far as they 
follow their biblical counter- 
part. Yet, unlike the rich 
young man, they are ready 
... TO SELL WHAT THEY 
POSSESS, TAKE UP THEIR 
CROSS AND FOLLOW 
CHRIST THE LORD ... Only 
on that road to Golgotha, 
they need directions, guides, 
help. They are young and 
reckless with the courage of 
a great love. But, at times, 
they are blinded by its glor- 
ious light, and it is hard for 
them to know which is the 
right turn, or which things 
come first. 

The Hungry May Stagger 

They hunger with a great 
and holy hunger for the 
green hills of the Lord, but, 
leaderless, they may, in our 
tragic modern desert of 
secularism, materialism and 
atheism, mistake the lying 
mirage for the real thing. 
They may, unless helped and 
guided, waste much of their 
‘zeal, courage and fire, pur- 
suing will-of-the-wisps. They 
may even give up the search 
for the Holy Grail altogether. 
And that would be the great- 
est tragedy that could be- 
fall them, and us. 4 3 

Yes, thanks be to God, 
there is today an immense 
army of Catholic youth ready 
to follow Christ unto death 
if need be. But they need 
YOU... priests of to-mor- 
row, who are young too with 
a vision un-impaired by time 
and worldly prudence. 

They need YOU, because 
we, the adults of this gener- 
ation, have failed them, we 
have failed them and God— 
because our vision has been 
narrow, our charity cold, our 
zeal asleep, because we have 
asked too little of them, be- 
causé we have given them 
stones instead of bread, be- 
cause we have been prudent 
with ‘the prudence of men, 
and not the prudence of God. 
We have left them “outside 
looking in,” because we have 
chosen to forget (it may be 
too much bother, or it might 
need too much effort) that 
youth has always been eager 
to lay its life down for an 
ideal. 

With Tears and Fears 

I have ise returned 
from a lecture trip through 
the U.S.A. and Canada, in 
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which I delivered two to five 
lectures a day, mostly to 
young people in colleges and 
schools. I have come back 
from that trip with a soul 
filled with tears, and a heart 
filled with fears. 

For everywhere I have 
listened to youth. Hungry 
youth. Sad youth. Disillus- 
ioned youth. Desperate of 
ever finding what they were 
searching for. Yet still eager 
and ready to follow Christ 
wherever He ‘might lead. 
Ready to be apostles in the 
market place. Ready to begin 
the restoration of the world 
to Christ, starting with 
themselves. Their hunger, 
eagerness, zeal, and love of 
God, reached out to me like 
a thousand hungry mouths, 
like thousands upon thous- 
ands of raised, imploring 
hands. BUT WHAT COULD 
I DO? 

Listen to Youth! 

All I could do was to share 
with them the love and 
knowledge God so graciously 
gave me in my twenty years 
of the Lay Apostolate, 
Friendship House style. But 
everywhere I got the same 
story. Listen! 


“But where, to whom shall 
we go to ask help, to im- 
plement the vision you 
sketch out to us, and for 
which our hearfs numbly 
cried for, even before you 
came? The priests we know 
are too busy to bother with 
us. Our parents do not know 
what we are talking about. 
They either dismiss. our 
search as the vagaries of 
youth, or get frightened at 
what seems almost heresy to 
them. Our teachers, with a 
few exceptions, along with 
the rest of the adult world, 
seem bent on keeping us in 
the respectable path of 
normal Catholicity, what- 
ever that means. Perhaps it 
means SUNDAY CATHOLIC- 
ISM. So long as we go to 
Mass on Sunday, do not eat 
meat on Friday and do not 


break the Sixth Command-|' 


ment, everything is all right. 
No one wants us to do more, 
or to be more! 


“But we must both BE 
AND DO MORE; before, and 
for, God. There is not one 
but ten commandments to. 
keep. And all the Sacra- 
ments, including the Holy 
Eucharist, are meant to lead 
us to the eternal heights. 
We WANT TO BE SAINTS, 
because a saint is one that 


loves God as He should be}. 


loved. We want to love Him 





that way ...we> want to 
make others love Him too. 
We want to learn not only 
to keep away from mortal 
sin, but to practice the 
opposite virtues well and 
fully. We want to be apostles 
of Christ! TO WHOM SHALL 
WE GO... for guidance?” 


Can You Answer Them 


To WHOM shall they go, 
my friend? Up on down the 
land I went, aSking this 
question, and found that 
youth was right. The priests 
I talked to, realized that 
something had to be given 
and something had to be 
done that had not been given 
or done before. But they were 
BUSY about the many things 
that go into a modern parish 
set-up. Many said they had 
not been trained for such an 
emergency, an emergency on 
an almost wholesale scale. 
Others; were trying to cope 
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with this strange and vital 
hunger of youth for God and 
the things of God, were kill- 
ing themselves in the process 
of trying to do too man 
things at once. : 

Everywhere there was a 
bewilderment, almost a fear, 
before the rising tide of 
men’s search for God. Lay 


men and women at that.: 
Youth! And in the meantime) 


the hunger grows, the seek- 
ing proceeds with an ever 
growing momentum. 

So it will be up to you, my 
friend, to make _ yourself 
ready for the-spiritual bread- 
line that is waiting: to en- 
compass, surrender, and 
overwhelm you, the moment 
you step from the altar of 
God a priest in the order of 


Melchisidech forever. Do not 


fail youth. For if you do... 


the catacombs will engulf 
you, them, and all of us. 
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A Priest Goes Whisht | 
Through Locked Doors 


By Eddie Doherty 


_ More than a year had passed since I had seen this 
particular priest, and I didn’t think he would mention the 
letter I wrote him, or refer to it in anyway. 

Yet it was almost one of the first things he talked 


about. 


“Your letter about Slug,” he said. “Let’s go down 
and get a cup of coffee. I’ve got a marvelous story to tell 
you about the night Slug died. I didn’t answer your letter. 


But—you know me.” 

Yes, I knew him. He is 
busy all day in his parish, 
in the work of a huge organ- 
ization connected with the 
training of youth, and in 
visiting the hospitals. He 
travels at sixty or seventy 
miles an hour through the 
streets and boulevards of 
Chicago, and sometimes even 
faster. He stops only when 
he sees a. Catholic church. 
Then he drops.in to say a 
decade of the Rosary before 
hurrying to wherever he in- 
tends to go. 

Those with him usually 
say many acts of contrition 
as they watch him man- 
oeuvre his car around street 
cars, trucks, and other fast- 
riding automobiles, taking 
corners or red lights as if 
they weren’t there. There are 
so many patients he ‘has to 
see every night, so many 
sufferers he has to cheer, or 
console, or encourage; so 
many to whom he must give 
the last rites of the Church. 
Of course he has no time to 


write letters. 


A Unique Collector  ; 

He collects “voluntary vic- 
time,” as another man might 
collect jade, or china, or rare 
stamps. By “voluntary vic- 
time,” of course, I mean 
hopeless men and. women 
whose sufferings will end 
only: when they die. He en- 
courages them to offer up 
their pain as a willing sac- 
rifice; in reparation for their 
sins,-and for the sins of 
others. I have known two of 
his collection. Each of them 
had spent twenty years, or 
more, suffering not patiently 
but joyously. “Slug” was one 
Sem, 5 

Slug was a huge man with 
the most gloriously blue eyes 
you ever saw. He _ suffered 
excruciating -pain continu- 
ally, prayed, craeked the 
corniest jokes that were ever 
heard, laughed unroariously 
at your feeblest replies, and 
tossed off, now and then, bits 
of philosophy that made you 
tingle. I always regarded 
him as a living saint. : 

If you should say to him, 
for instance, “Slug, a friend 
of mine has left the Church; 
see what you can do about 
him,” he would enlarge those 
round blue eyes to enormous 
size, hold up his right- hand 
with the thumb and finger 
making a circle, and say, 
“Pal, it’s.in the bag.” e 

His name was Edward 
Lewandowski. He lived on 
the far south side of Chicago. 
He was alone most of the 


‘time, since his wife, Rose, 





worked to support him, and 
hence had to be away most 
of the day. Why he called 
himself “Slug” I never knew. 
Maybe it was a relic of his 
Old tough days. 
It’s In the Bag 

, What he meant, when he 
said it was “in the bag,” was 
that he would suffer a lot 
more that night than he 
usually did, and that your 
friend would go back to the 
Church. When Slug assured 
you anything was “in the 
bag,” it really was. 

Slug died on the Feast of 
the Sacred Heart, in 1947: 
And now, more than two 
years afterwards, I was about 
so hear from the priest who 
attended him, some “mar- 
velous story.” 

“Slug was in terrible pain 
hat night,” the. priest said; 
“and he called me, asking me 
to come to him. I said I’d be 
shere before midnight, when 
Rose always locked the 
doors.”’ ; ' 

He meant the door on the 
covered stairway leading 
from' the back porch up to 
the tiny flat Slug and his 
wife occupied, and the door 
to the upstairs flat. These 
doors were always left un- 
locked while Rose was away, 
so that visitors might go 
right up. Slug couldn’t get 
out of bed to unlock the 
doors. It was all he could do 
to get from his bed to the 
bathroom, a few feet away..- 

Rose Locks‘ the Doors 

Rose usually came home 
late in the evening. She wait- 
ed until midnight, for there 
was always a possibility that 
some priest might drop in 
to see Slug,‘ or someone 
might come to ask a favor 
of him. At midnight she 
locked the stairway door, and 
the door of the flat. That was 
a sort of ritual. She had been 
doing it every night at 12 
o’clock for over twenty years. 

“But,” said the priest, 
“things happened, and I 
simply couldn’t get there 
before midnight. So I called 
Slug and told him so. ‘Slug,’ 
I said, ‘it may be two o’clock 
before I can get to your 
place. Tell Rose to leave the 
place. Tell Rose ot leave the 
door unlocked.” 

“Oh, Father,’ Slug ans- 
wered, ‘that’s impossible. 
Rose wouldn’t do that. You 
know she wouldn’t, Father.’ 

“““Look,’ I said, ‘nobody’s 
going to break in and kidna 
you. For the love of Pete, tell 
Rose to leave the door un- 
locked just this once.’ 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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WHERE LOVE IS—GOD IS 


Hunger is filling the land. Hunger for God.: 
It is as if mankind were once more singing with David 
the Psalmist .. . “OPEN THOU MINE EYES AND I 
WILL CONSIDER THE WONDROUS THINGS OF 
THY LAW . .. STRENGTHEN THOU ME IN THY 
WORDS . .. MAKE ME UNDERSTAND THE WAYS 
OF THY JUSTIFICATIONS, AND I SHALL BE 
EXERCISED IN THY WONDROUS WORKS.” 


On all sides men are searching for. Truth. 
Books by Trappists, Nuns, and Priests, are avidly 
read, and overnight become best-sellers in the hands 
of astonished publishers who thought that men were 
interested only in flesh and the sins thereof! 


Secular Universities teach Catholic Philosophy, 
and Scholasticism is again the rage. Saints are 
popular with sinners, and men read St. John of the 
Cross and Teresa of Avila, those masters of Catholic 
Mysticism, with renewed and burning interest. 


Converts of note, as well as ordinary folks, 
knock loudly at the Church’s door ... BUT ARE WE 
READY for this mounting hunger? For this search 
for truth? Or are we still thinking the thoughts of a 
dead century? 


Have we remembered not to forget that our 
holy Faith is of eternity, not time? That everywhere, 
always, it has and will have and be, the answer to 
men’s search for the One God, for truth, for life ever- 
lasting? Are we, the Catholics of this mid-twentieth 
century, ready to answer this ever mounting quest, 
this ever growing hunger? 


True, men especially dedicated to God and to 
expounding His truth are always ready, and always 
eager and waiting, to impart it to those WHO COME 
TO THEM. But, are they ready to ‘go into the Market 
Place, to preach it there, even as Christ did? Perhaps 
not all can. But a few, specially trained, SHOULD. 


Above all, we, the Catholic Laity, should re- 
member that we are the hands, the feet, the eyes, and 
the ears of the Priests. That it is of the very essence 
of being lay people, to be also hr Negat of Christ. For 
we are of a kingly race, a priestly people, who have 
been “ordained” into the Royal Priesthood of Christ 
in our own fashion. And we LIVE IN THE MARKET 
PLACE, AND IN IT HAVE OUR BEING; THAT SAME 
MARKET PLACE WHERE TOD.“.Y MEN ARE 
HUNGRY FOR GOD WITH A GREAT HUNGER. 


It falls on us therefore to see to it that we are 
ready to lead the hungry to the Banquet of Christ, 
where they shall be filled. But more than that, we 
must show the Face of Christ, the face of truth; to 
them IN OUR LIVES. Simply, directly, without any 
false humility or modesty, we must ourselves strive 
to become saints, so that others, in search of happi- 
ness and the peace of God, may see His face not only 
in books about dead Saints, but in our faces, the faces 
of modern Catholics, living-saints-in-the-making! 


The‘Living Word must once more take flesh in 
us. We must examine our collective Catholic con- 
sciences, and with a loud MEA CULPA, MEA MAXIMA 
CULPA, for all our sins of omission and commission, 
begin a new and apostolic life. A life that will become, 
must become ... A LAMP TO THE WORLD’S FEET 
... guiding it into the arms of God, through the hands 
of men specially ordained by Him, and who alone, 
in this world, hold the keys to Our Father’s House. 


Yes, we must start anew. For in this crumbling, 
unsettled world, men see but one stable, eternal center 
—The Church of Rome—whose children*we are. We 
therefore hold in our sinful hands the LIGHT OF 
THE WORLD. Let us lift it high, so all can see it and 
be comforted. 


But in order to do so, our hands must be empty 
of all other things. Not for us then the flesh-pots of 
modern Egypt. Nor the seeking of worldly fame and 
fortune. We who are the Children. of Light must seek 
first the Kingdom of Heaven, knowing that all the rest 
will be added to us. And IF WE DO... the world will 
follow us, even unto Golgotha, where it shall be re- 
deemed and washed in the Precious Blood of Christ 
and made clean again! Amen. 








by Eddie 


Leafing idly through one 
of the ‘class’ magazines a 
few days ago I was struck 
with its lavish and beautiful 
Christmas illustrations, and 
its appalling lack of any- 
thing pertaining to Christ. 
There were beautiful pic- 
tures of snow-covered land- 
scapes, of children about a 
loaded and lighted Christmas 
tree, of children dreaming of 
Santa and his eight tiny 
reindeer. There was a picture 
of a family around a dinner 
table, and grandpa carving 
a luscious turkey. 

There were, in the ads, 
wondrous pictures of toys 
and dolls, brave red and gold 
drums, glittering armies of 
lead or tin. soldiers — with 
batteries of machine guns 
and fleets of tanks — a var- 
iety of play war planes, and 
a vast assortment of cigar- 
ette lighters, ornamental 
beer steins, lovely music 





boxes, cunningly made liquor 
cabinets, and other delight- 
ful Christmas presents. 

You could learn from this 
magazine how best to dress 
how to 





a Christmas tree, 


hang a holly wreath or a 
sprig of mistletoe, how to 
cook a roast suckling pig, 
how to stuff and cook a 
turkey, how to make the 
brandy sauce for your plum 
pudding, and what to give 
crotchety old Aunt Emma 
who would be there at cock- 
tail time. 

Christ? Who Is He? 
But you couldn’t learn how 
to make a crib for the Christ 
Child. There wasn’t any 
mention of the Christ Child 
in the several hundred pages 
of the magazine. You would- 
n’t know, unless you had 
heard of the fact before, that 
there had ever been a Christ 
Child. 
A communist publication? 
Not at all. The editors would 
sue you, and probably collect 
heavy damages, if they heard 
ou make the insinuation. 
t was just an average Amer- 
ican monthly; one of the 
better sort; the kind intend- 
ed for the very rich, the me- 
dium rich, and the tempor- 
arily solvent. 

‘There are magazines that 
make it a point never to 
mention the name of Christ. 
To do so might offend people 
who do not believe in Christ 
—and some of these might 
cancel their subscriptions, or 
even their advertising con- 
tracts. 

There are magazines that 
never use’ the word God. 
There are lots of people, you 
know, and some of them 
quite influential, who believe 
that God is all nonsense. Be- 
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way, even those who go to 
Church on Sunday. 

= A Nice Clean Sheet 

The magazine—the one I 
flung across the room in a 
fit of anger—was one of 
of these. Oh, very high class 
and all that. You could read 
every word out loud before 
your Pastor, or your little 
daughter. Even its ads have 
been carefully calcimined 
before printing. No off-color 
anecdotes. No double-mean- 
ings anywhere. No offensive 
articles. But never a sugges- 
tion that there is a God; and 
so, naturally, not a sugges- 
tion that Christmas is the 
birthday of Jesus Christ and 
therefore the only reason 
that it should be celebrated 
all over the world. 


You are right. It was fool- 
ish of me to get so angry over 
that smug, commercial, 
stuffed-shirt, empty maga- 
zine. That sheet has a tre- 
mendous circulation. Mil- 
lions of people would feel 
lost without it every month. 
It fills, God save us all, a 
“need” for these people. 

There are so many, 





SO 


terribly many, so many mil- 
lions of people who go 
through life with the same 
idea. No God. No Christ. Not 
even the Baby in the manger. 
They are high class people. 
They buy everything the 
magazine advertises. They 
keep money in circulation. 
They bring up their children 
to be ladies and gentlemen. 
They are for tolerance, the 
American way, free enter- 
rise. big believe in God, 
ut they also believe in keep- 
ing Him in His place—even 
as they believe in keeping 
the Negro, or the Mexican, 
or the Indian, or the Orient- 
al, in his place. 
A Merry Christmas 
Their idea of Christmas is 
a Merry Christmas. A big 
tree with the latest orna- 
ments and the latest gadgets 
and the newest electric 
lights, all the holly and tinsel 
the house can stand, gifts 
for everybody, especially the 
kids, friends in for wassail 
in the afternoon, and the 
more the merrier. ‘‘Old fash- 
ioned Martinis, Manhattans, 
maybe Scotch or Rye? Name 
it; we got it.” 
And then the big dinner. 
Most of these good people 
even believe in kicking-in to 
the Christmas Funds organ- 
ized by some of the big 
metropolitan news papers. 
These newspapers, incident- 
ally, make millions of dollars 
every year, and could afford 
to feed and clothe every poor 
family in the territories they 
serve; but they give that 
opportunity to their readers. 





sides, most people are tired 
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The B’s Corner 


Many were the questions 
asked during my _ recent 
lecture trip. But none _ so 
frequently as those concern- 
ing books. It seems that 
Catholics at long last have 
awakened to the need of 
reading. Reading books that 
will give real answers to the 
modern problems, which 
have encompassed them to- 
the breaking point. 

Books that will restore 
Faith, Hope and Charity. 
Books that will at least out- 
line a blue print of Christian 
Social Reconstruction. Books 
that will be guides, signposts 
on the Royal Road to Christ, 
books that will satiate the: 
eternal hunger that men feel 
so keenly these days of unrest 
and fear. Books that will 
bring Truth into the midst 
of lies. 

God be praised for this 
sign, this hunger, this awak- 
ening. It took a long time, 
but it is here. Many of 
course are the books that will 
assuage this newly found 
hunger, point to the right 
turning on God’s road, help 
to bring hope and faith and 
the burning flames of charity 
into tired and weary hearts. 
But since this article is 
written in answer to the 
many questions addresed to 
ME PERSONALLY .. . I am 
giving here a list of books 
that has helped me to found 
Friendship House, and to 
persevere in its vocation, and 
has helped innumerable 
others who have come to join 
F.H., as well as its many 
friends and volunteers. 

The B’s Own List 


These are books also that 
have shaped much of modern 
Catholic thinking. I confess 
humbly they are my choice, 
and only‘by special request 
do I share them, for I am 
sure others more experienced 
in such things could give.a 
much better list. But this is 
the B’S LIST . . . such as it 
is. 











LITURGY 
The Liturgy—Dr. Plus, Pasch 
Christian Life and Worship— 
Gerard Ellard, S.J. 
The Mass of Tomorrow — 
Gerard Ellard, S.J. 
Christ the Life of the Soul— 
Marmion. 
Liturgy and Personality — 
von Hildebrand. 
CREDIT UNIONS AND CO- 
OPERATIVES 
Credit Union Pamphlet series 
—NCWC, Washington, and 
Cooperative League of N.Y. 
Credit Union Pamphlets—St. 
Francis Xavier U., Anti- 
gonish, Nova Scotia. 
The Lord Helps These—Bert- 
rum Fowler, Vanguard 
Press. 
Cooperative Pamphlets —St. 
Francis Xavier U., Anti- 
gonish, Nova Scotia. 
The Story of Thompkinsville 
—St. Francis Xavier U., 
Antigonish, Nova Scotia. 
Masters of Their Own Des- 
tiny—M. M. Coady, Harper 
Bros. 
ef the Cope — Patrick 
Gallagher, Devin-Adair. 
RURAL LIFE APOSTOLATE 
AND BACK TO THE LAND 
MOVEMENT 
Manifesto on Rural Life — 
National Rural Life Con- 
ference, Bruce 
Nazareth or Social Chaos — 
McNabb, B.O.W. / 
CATHOLIC ACTION AND 
LAY APOSTOLATE 
Apostles of the Front Lines 
—Tieberghien and Rev: J. 
Putz, Notre Dame U. 
Apostolate of Public Opinion 
—Felix A. Morleen, O.P., 
Fides Press, Montreal. 
Catholic Action — Joseph 
Charbonneau, Fides Press, 
Montreal, Canada 





(Continued on Page Four) 
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Happy, Holy Christmas to 
you, dear friends and read- 
ers, and may the coming New 
Year bring you closer to 
Christ, the Lord. Then indeed 
it will be a happy and fruit- 
ful year. 

A Mass will be said in our 
Little-White-Church-amidst - 
the-snowy-white-hills for you 
and we shall pray that the 
Christ Child may bless you, 
and keep you, and repay, 
with a measure pressed down 
and overflowing, your many 
and generous gifts to us. 

December is a_ birthday 
month for us too. This year 
we will celebrate the second 
anniversary of RESTORA- 
TION. As yet we have to 
reach the goal of FIVE 
THOUSAND SUBSCRIBERS 
that we have been dreaming 
so constantly about ... Yet 
if YOU would get just ONE 
subscription for us from a 
friend, the goal would be 
reached and passed in short 
order. Can we hope you will? 

Coming Home To Work 


It was nice to come back 
from a 10,000 miles lecture 
tour to snow-covered Com- 
bermere, and get immersed 
in Christmas preparations. 
Boxes of gifts are coming 
from all over Canada and 
the U.S.A. Alleluia! It looks 
as if our five hundred child- 
ren will all be taken care of. 

True, there is much work 
attached to unpacking par- 
cels, sorting them out, re- 
packing them in gay tissue 
papers with Christmas seals 
and the like, but it is a work 
of love, hence full of joy and 
gladness. 

The place is beginning to 
look Christmassy. I am por- 
ing over recipes of inex- 
pensive Christmas cakes and 
cookies. For we are expecting 
guests for the Holy-Days. 


By Catherine Doherty 
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Flewy made a lovely Advent 
wreath, and we have added 
the Advent prayers, publish- 
ed by the monks of Concep- 
tion, Mo. Indeed the time of 
preparation is at hand, spirit- 
ually and physically. 
For Women and Children 

We are still praying hard 
for a GRADUATE NURSE, 
for — believe it or not — we 
need one for the countryside, 
and also we are in the midst 
of planning a four-bed hos- 
pital. Yes, I know, an over- 
ambitious project, but oh so 
needed hereabouts. It would 
be housed in St. Joseph, 
which has two big rooms 
just made for it. And it 
would serve only expectant 
mothers from our township. 
We also could have a pre- 
natal and post natal clinic 
there. But before we spend 
any money on this, we HAVE 
TO HAVE A GRADUATE 
NURSE, a tall order, I know, 
which we have placed in the 
hands of Our Blessed Lady. 
Who better than She under- 
stands about mothers 
babies? 

It would take a nurse with 
a vision, a nurse who dreams 
great dreams for Christ. 
Healthy, strong, willing, not 
afraid of work. One who 
would accept God’s pay, for 
there is of course no salary 
attached to working in 
Friendship House. It is  ex- 
clusively a labor of love, a 
life of poverty and sacrifice. 
Are we asking the impos- 
sible? I don’t think so. I 
firmly believe that modern 
youth is ready to love with 
a great love. Behold the 
thousands who knock at the 
doors of the Trappists, and 
other austere places. It is 
just a matter of praying, and 
finding. Mary, Mother of 
mankind, please. help us to 
do both. 


and 
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STILL NO ROOM 


By Art Stabile, Jr. 
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At the men’s center of 
Christ the King, in New 
York, last year I met a young 
French priest who said that 
“Christians must incarnate 
themselves in daily life, must 
get into the life blood of the 
world.” 

That stuck with me; made 
me think more and more 
that we seminarians, we fol- 
lowers of Christ, must be 
incarnated into the lives and 
problems of our people. 

There was no room for 
Joseph and Mary in Bethle- 
hem, nor for the Child Mary 
bore in her womb. Today 
there is still no room for 
them in the homes of mil- 
lions. Why? ; 

Are we waiting for these 
people to come to us? Christ 
didn’t wait. He went to them. 
Why don’t we? 

Lay Apostles 

Let me tell you of the 
efforts made by a few of us, 
during my summer vacation 
this year, part of which I 
spent in New York. We were 
trying to measure the gap 
between Christ’s Church and 
Christ’s people. There are no 
priest-workers in New York 
as there are in France; nor 
are there in other American 


cities, so far as I know.|b 


America’s urban parishes 
have their own _ problems 
which must be tackled by 
parish priests. 

There are many groups of 
sisters working on census- 
taking in city parishes, find- 
ing out how many fallen- 
away Catholics there are, 
how many marriages need 
Straightening out, and other 





facts pastors should know. 
And throughout the country 
various’ priests are making 
a census of their own. But 
priest-workers are still un- 
known in this part of the 
world. 

Five campaigners met in 
the home of Fred Pohlman, 
who has been in the jewelry 
business for many years. He 
has over fifteen routes of 
customers in the _ poorer 
sections of New York. They 
buy jewelery on time. Mr. 
Pohlman, an ex-seminarian 
now a Lay Apostolate, uses 
his business for the glory of 
God. Surprised? Wait. 

Jewelry and Pamphlets 

‘Every week Mr. Pohlman 
and his collectors visit more 
than 450 families, many of 
them fallen-away Catholics. 


Mr. Pohlman permitted me 
to accompany him through 
the Italian district one rainy 
day. The streets were full of 
carts covered over by can- 
vasses. Children huddled in 
doorway halls. I carried a 
package of holy cards, med- 
als, rosaries, and pamphlets 
on marriage and other sub- 
jects. Fred had his pockets 
stuffed with similar articles. 
The jewelry was in a leather 
ag. 
The first call was on a 
Spanish family who shared 
the apartment of the Italian 
landlady. The mother was 
just back from the hospital 
clinic, where she had been 
examined. 

She was pretty sick, she 
admitted, but she had a good 
doctor. 

“Have you seen a priest?” 





Fred asked. 

“A priest?” she said. “No, 
no. The priest is not for me. 
I have not been to church in 
many years. “And besides, I 
do not believe in Confession.” 

A Queer Sales Talk 

Fred talked about the 
cheap watch he had brought 
for her inspection, found a 
pamphlet on Confession—he 
“just happened to put it in 
his pocket this morning” — 
told her a funny story, said 
he would come back in a few 
days, and left her smiling. 

We went to many houses 
that day, Fred selling jewelry 
without trying to at all — 
and we spent hours talking 
about the Church. What 
startled me was that Fred 
was apparently uninterested 
in making sales; he was in- 
terested only in saving souls! 
What startled me even more 
was the evident fear these 
poor people had of priests 
and nuns, and the ignorance 
they showed of their religion. 
Let us not deceive ourselves. 
We are losing millions of 
Catholics because we do not 
go to them. 


iii . 
O, Lord, 
your Word 
is the light 

of my 


footsteps 


“We must incarnate our- 
selves into the life blood of 
the world” — or else the 
world will die! 

I think I should mention 
here that Friendship House, 
in Chicago, sends out fifteen 
young people, including staff 
workers, every Saturday, to 
visit poor homes on the 
South Side. They wash win- 
dows, scrub floors, cook 
meals for the sick, even paint 
houses. They do whatever 
else is in their power to do 
for their poor neighbors in 
Christ. 

Such Poor Results! 

. But to get back to that 
visit I made with Pohlman. 
I met him the following week 
and asked what he and his 
collectors, and the men of 
Christ the King, had done 
since I saw him last. 

“Nothing much,” he said. 
“We distributed 148 pam- 
phlets, a dozen or so rosaries, 
and scores of medals. Four 
people have begun instruct- 
ions in their religion. \Six 
children have been baptized. 
That’s all I can report.” 


Ig he was discouraged at 
this “little gain,” which to 
me seemed so’ enormous, he 
did not show it. 

“What about the Spanish 
lady who was afraid of Con- 
fession?” I asked. 

“She’s dead,” he said. “But 
she overcame her fear the 
day before she died. She 
called in a priest. She died 
peacefully.” 

O God, give us, Thy sery- 
ants, the grace to receive 
inspiration from these lay 
apostles, that in the future 
we may serve Thy people as 
they do! Amen. 


————==== 








on 


The R osary 
Workshop 


By Margaret R. Winters 








In a house on Sunset 
Boulevard, in Hollywood, 
there is an attic room up 
under the rafters. Instead of 
the old trunks, dusty piles of 
books, discarded picture 
frames, and old furniture in 
need of repair usually found 
in attic rooms, this clean- 
swept room is furnished with 
long tables with _ green- 
shaded electric lights. And 
here a small group of people 
meet to learn to make ros- 
aries for Father Pat Peyton. 
This is the Rosary Workshop, 
located on the third floor of 
the Family Theater head- 
quarters. As one approaches 
the building, the first thing 
that meets the eye is the 
painted slogan, in large let- 
ters, on the front of the 
building: “The Family that 
prays together stays togeth- 
er.” 

Here the workers are given 
beads, short lengths of phos- 
phor bronze wire, and a pair 
of pliers. With this equip- 
ment they learn to construct 
a practically indestructable 
rosary. ; 
Speaking from _ personal 
experience, there is a wonder- 
ful satisfaction in seeing the 
finished product in your 
hands, and in knowing that 
somewhere in this world, 
someone may use it to offer 
reparation to our Blessed 
Mother’s Immaculate Heart. 
And BELIEVE me, there is 
no thrill in life to compare 
with that of beholding your 
first smoothly soldered jump- 
ring in your first rosary. 

Paters and Aves 

Most of the evening group 
are employed during the day, 
et some come several even- 
ings a week to make rosaries. 
At eight o’clock when the 
Rosary Hour comes on the 
air, the radio is turned on 
and the workers join in the 
recitation of the rosary while 
their hands are busy making 
the Our Fathers and Hail 
Marys to be joined together 
in the rosaries. 

In the ‘afternoon group 
which the writer attends, 
there are some _ interesting 
personalities and wonderful 
Catholics. 

There is Dottie, who comes 
twice a week to be our in- 
structress and to guide us in 
our awkward attempts to 
achieve the perfect. rosary. 
She is a night employee at 
the Telephone Exchange, 
and after:her working hours 
are over, she and her sister, 
who works with her, go to 
Mass on their way home. 
They snatch: a little sleep, 
then ride a bus for an hour 
to reach the Family Theater. 
They instruct a class from 
one to four p.m. They spend 
another hour on the bus 
going home, and after din- 
ner, have just time to join 
in the rosary on the air be- 
fore going back to their 
night’s work at the Tele- 
phone Exchange. . 

Dottie was only sixteen 
when she was orphaned by 
the death of both parents, 
leaving her with a ten-year- 
old sister to care for. 

Depths and Shallows 


Another instructor, our 
kindly Mr. A. J. Hohendorf, 
is a favorite with all of us. 
He belongs to the Legion of 
Mary, helps his Pastor with 
parish work, comes to the 
Rosary Workshop four or five 
days a week, and occasion- 
ally goes to New Mexico to 
paint the church property 
or otherwise help his son, 
Father! Linus, O.F.M., the 
Pastor of a Spanish church 





there. 


Mr. Hohendorf is rather of 
the silent type, like the 
“Deep rivers that do not 
murmur nor complain, yet 
withal cannot be withstood.” 
But he likes to listen to the 
rest of us who are more like 
“Shallow streams always 
chattering along life’s way.” 
We LIKE Mr. Hohendorf. 

Another member of our 
group, Miss Agnes Boyle, is 
employed but manages to 
find time to spend an after- 
noon and three evenings a 
week at the Rosary Work- 
shop, ,an evening at the 
Legion of Mary meeting, and 
all Friday evenings at the 
Sorrowful Mother novena. 
Sundays, she teaches cate- 
chism at Olive View Sani- 
tarium. No luxurious sleep- 
ing late on Sunday mornings 
for HER. Another example of 
Catholic living. 

Saying The Rosary 

There is also the lovely 
lady from Costa Rica who 
tells us that she makes ros- 
aries because she wants so 
many things from our Bless- 
ed Mother. Her husband has 
been somewhat anti-Catho- 
lic. We were all so happy for 
her when she received a 
letter telling her he is now 
saying the rosary. 

To make the picture com- 
plete, there is also THE 
BOSS. He directs all the 
work at the Rosary Work- 
shop and inspects the finish- 
ed rosaries. His quick wit 
and ready answers enliven 
the work, and he occasionally 
drops a few pearls of Catholic 
wisdom into our midst. 


It’s fun, making rosaries 
at the Family Theater, and 
the grateful letters which 
come to the Rosary Work- 
shop from the recipients of 
the rosaries make the work 
seem very worth while. 
The following little verse 
expresses very beautifully my 
own wish for all concerned 
in the rosary project— 
“May every kindly deed and 
thought, 
May every work your hand 
has wrought, 
‘Return in Blessing. May their 
light . 
Illuminate your darkest night, 
Console and comfort you at 
last, 
And be your joy when life is 
past.” 


I wish I knew who wrote 
that. 








In His Name... 











MRS. SOPHIE SCHIFFERS 
HAUS WALDFRIEDEN 
PLATTENSTRASSE 
WIESBADEN—U.S.A. ZONE 
GERMANY si 


A lonely little old lady, 
with nary a soul of her own 
in the whole wide world. Per- 
haps You would like to send 
her a CARE parcel in mem- 
ory of your mother. Please 
do, her pittance is meagre 
beyond words. 

* * * 
FATHER SEAN MCFARREN 
SHRINE OF MARY HELP 
OF CHRISTIANS 
NAGERCOIL— 


SOUTH TRAVENCORE 
INDIA 


Young he sure is... and 
ever so Irish, Father Sean. 
That he is, indeed. And the 
trouble he has to face on all 
sides! Chapels to _ build, 
schools to finish, an infirm- 
ary to establish. But he goes 
for everything to Our Blessed 
Mother, and she sends him 
to You. Every wee bit helps, 
says Father. 





Thank you! 
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Christ in 
The Farmer 
' By 
Rev. Francis L. Eschweiler 
We here in Wisconsin are 
in the great Middle West 
where pioneering and begin- 
nings are a thing of the past, 
it would seem. The farms are 
well kept, machinery has 
taken away much of the 
drudgery from our farming, 
prices are at least fair, 
though lower by far (ie. 
dairy prices) than a year ago, 
and yet there is so much to 
be done here! My heart 
bleeds when I see the great 
expanse of uncultivated 


Cnepeetenroterener 





“soil” here in Midwestern 
Rural America. 
How much we in the 


Church, the Body of Christ, 
have left undone here in the 
country where people should 


be at an advantage because 


they have their ‘feet on the 
eround.” When I look over 
the fields, just outside my 
window, and see the untarn- 


ished and unspoiled beauty 


of the countryside, I dream 
of 


His fulness, His 
His full stature. . 


On What To Build 


Christ in the Farmer! All 
around, in the midst of all 
beauty and 
seeming order, there stalks 
so much ugly sordidness, so 
so much 


this natural 


much ignorance, 
crudity, such little culture 


yes, so few even, of the basic 
natural props upon which to 
build a supernatural struct- 


ure of grace. 


Yes, one sees that 


who suffered all this before 


and now suffers again in His 
this 
Branch of the Vine which 


Body, the Church, in 


is rural America? 


There is so much to _ be 
done. The pressure of the 
times, the pressure of evil 
stemming from the city, is 
more and more wedging its 


mighty way into the country 


The spirit of rugged individ- 
ualism with all its ruthless- 
ness is making its way out 


here just as everywhere else 
Work and Sweat 


Farmer John works hard 
and long, but oh, how little 
of that work’s sweat seems 
to drop into the chalice of 
. . how little of 
that toil is transformed into 


redemption . 


the gold of sacrifice! 


And then I think of the 
“Incomparable 
de 
Sales put it, and I pray God 
sanctify me 
that I may sanctify’ them, 


Mass; the 


Sacrifice,’ as Francis 
that He may 


in and through the Mass. . 


that I may be His poor in- 
strument, His link, to join 


the great things that 
might be (and might have 
been!) to build up the Body 
of Christ, so that right her,e 
in this little spot, (popula- 
tion 52) Christ might reach 
maturity, 


first 
there is the task of building 
the human before there can 
be a superimposition of the 
Divine. I say all this in no 
mood of bitterness. But may 
I not be permitted to share 
some little drop of the cup 
of bitterness that is His, He 


them and all their toil and 
sweat and tears, to catch all 
of them and their’ environ- 
ment and their lives into a 
great Whole, a great Unity, 
to be “lifted up” and drawn 
to Himself. ‘‘And I, if I be 
lifted up...” 
There’s Bill down the road, 
Bill with the big hands, 
hands that long for the feel 
of a plow and a piece of land 
to till, but Bill can’t get a 
financial start, so he drives 
a truck’ and delivers dough- 
nuts. He must be starting a 
credit union where Christ in 
His ‘‘least’-fixed brethren 
may get a start and realize 
the calling that is theirs. 
Griping Gertie 
There’s Gertie over here 
who’s constantly griping, not 
because she is bad, but be- 
cause there’s a void in her 
soul that needs to be filled. 
She needs the stimulation of 
social contacts which in this 
rural section are sadly lack- 
ing. She needs wholesome 
fun to take away the sting 
of monotony and loneliness. 
Oh yes, it’s lonely out here 
in the country. Only God 
knows how much His child- 
ren share the loneliness of 
Christ in this rural garden 
of olives. 
There’s Al, the alcoholic, 
who ‘found refuge in drink, 
in the tavern, which seems 
so often today to be the one 
spot where men will find 
release for their tensions. 
Yes, here in the country 
where men should find the 
peace and. tranquility of 
order there is the restlessness 
of the world, the tension that 
would be drowned in drink. 
Cause For Tears 
»} And now I come back to 
the Mass .. . and the Altar. 
Here too, at the Great Sacri- 
fice, there is cause for weep- 
ing and bleeding hearts. 
Here, where we are one in 
Christ, there is no apparent 
manifestation of oneness, 
not even a realization of the 
awfulness of this great 
Action; of this Redemption 
represented in, and through, 
-'and with, His Body. 

There is much to be done, 
to bring Christ to His fulness 
here in the country. We must 
bring the farmer beauty and 
knowledge and joy and-the 
sense of his dignity in Christ. 
We must teach him the 
.jgrand truth of his inestim- 
able worth as a member of 
Christ’s Body —-that he is 
Christ on the Farm. 

We must make him know 
and act his oneness at the 
Altar, in the Mass... where 
he and his brothers will pray 
and sing together the great 
Liturgy, the great Worship 
which is the Mass. And then 
may we pray and hope that 
from that “‘oneness’’ realized 
at the Altar there may stem 
a oneness that will reach out 
into his home, his work, and 
his play ... to the joy of Him 
who once prayed: “... that 


SITTIN 





Prayers of — 
Great Souls 





of sanctity, and we of the 
modern world need to ‘learn 
this great science of loving 
God, of praying to Him in 
the right spirit: That most 
of us want to, is shown by 
the holy avidity with which 
we read books like Thomas 
Merton’s.' ‘Seeds of Con- 
templation,” and even under- 
take St. John of the Cross 
and Teresa of Avila. 

Hunger for Truth, for God, 
is filling the hearts of men 
parched in the desert of 
secularism, materialism and 
atheism. In order to learn to 
pray as we ought to, we must 
go to the masters of spiritual 
life, whom Christ’s Church 
and Divine Providence put 
before our eyes, as our ex- 
amples and guides to holi- 
ness, for they know well 
what God is and what we 
are. It is to help assuage this 
growing hunger, fill this need 
that we of Restoration, will 
reprint these prayers, from 
time to time. May they help 
souls to come closer to God, 
and .to find the happiness 
and peace they vainly search 
for now outside of Him. 


IN DISAPPOINTMENT 

Desire of knawledge, the 
most insatiable impulse of 
the human heart, has tossed 
me about for so many years 
in the service of human 
knowledge and art. Where 
are now the fruits of all my 


troubles? What I considered 
to be truth I now know to 
be dreams. What appeared to 
be light, is nothing else but 
a dark fog. My heart re- 
main empty, poor in love and 
poor in belief. O vanity- of all 
human knowledge! 

O my Lord, I raise my eyes 
to Thy Cross to seek art and 
wisdom in Thee. Canst Thou 
teach me, Thou who art 
nailed to the Cross? O, Thou 
canst do it. Thou, the Man 


Cross, hast opened Thy heart 
to .us. Thou art the book of 
eternal Wisdom, Thou. art 
the book of Life.”— (Lope de 
Vega.) 
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they all may be one...” 








\ 


of pains on the tree of the| 


A PRIEST GOES WHISHT 


(Continued from Page One) 
No: Wisecracks Now 

“I. expected. a wise-crack 
from Slug; but I guess he 
was suffering too much this 
time. You remember his 
voice, how you could always 
tell he was in'pain when he 
phoned, the way he gasped, 
the way he tried so desper- 
ately to say something 
funny? Well —” 

Yes I remembered. I re- 
membered his last words to 
me when I left Chicago for 
Combermere. ‘Eddie, don’t 
try to drink Canada dry. You 
can’t, you know. Nobody can. 
Even I couldn’t do that. It 
aint in the bag.” 

“He didn’t say anything,” 
the priest went on. “He did- 
n’t even mention the Little 
Flower... You know what a 
great devotion he had to her. 
You know how a rose bloom- 
ed in his back yard, in the 
middle of winter, as a sign 
that'she had granted one of 
his requests?” 

I shook my head. I had 
never heard of that. 

“Oh. yes,”.:he . said. “I 
thought all Slug’s friends 
had heard about that. And 
another time, after talking 
to the Little Flower about 
some friend who needed help, 
he looked at Rose with those 
big eyes and asked what sort 
of perfume she had doused 
herself with. Rose was in- 
dignant. She never uses per- 
fume. Then she turned on 
her husband, and accused 
him of using the stuff. Well 
—maybe the Little Flower 
was there, maybe she wasn’t. 
Anyway, what I’m going to 
tell you makes a more mar- 
velous story than the per- 
fume they both smelled, or 
the rose sticking out of the 
snow. 

An Early Call 

“All that night I was try- 

ing to get to Slug’s house, 


little after two o’clock in 
the morning. I had a friend 
with me. We went, whisht, 
right up the stairway. ‘The 
door wasn’t locked: The door 
to the flat wasn’t locked. 
“And there was Slug, ros- 
ary in his hand:as usual, his 
face contorted with pain, but 
still smiling, waiting for me. 
You know that little altar 
near his bed? I began to 
straighten it out, and I must 
have made some _ noise, be- 
cause Rose woke up in the 
other room, crying ‘Who’s 
there?’ And then the dog 
began to bark. 
:“ ‘It’s only me, Rose,’ I 
said. ‘Don’t bother coming 
out. Go back to sleep.’ ., 
“I was busy tending 
Slug, 


to 
but she came out, 
frightened out of her wits, 
it seemed tq me, and de- 
manded to‘know how I got 
in. 

. Through the Doors 
“*The door wasn’t locked,’ 
I told her. .‘We came right 


“ ‘The door was _ locked,’ 
she said. ‘I locked it myself, 
as I have always done. I’m 
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certain of it. It couldn’t pos- 


|) The priest downed his 


but I couldn’t. Not until a] 


sibly “have come unlocked.”| 


coffee and ordered another 
cup. 

“O.K.,” he said. “So the 
door was locked, but we went 
through it, whisht, as though 
it weren’t locked at all. And 
the dog never barked — the 
dog that always’ barked 
whenever anybody tried the 
door in the night. If you 
think Slug got up and went. 
down those steps and un- 
locked the stairway door, 
you’re crazy. The man was 
dying. He died a few hours 
after I got there. And, if he 
had even tried to get out of 
bed to unlock the door, that 
dog would have barked loud 
enough to raise the whole 
neighborhood.” 

The waiter placed a fresh 
cup of coffee before the. 
priest; and, simultaneously, 
somebody came in to tell him 
he was wanted on the phone. 
He downed the coffee in a 
gulp. A few minutes later 
he was skittering through 
traffic at severity or eighty 
miles an hour, to visit some 
other one’ of his “collection.” 

—_——_— -—Q---—-——.-— 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 





(Continued from Page One) 


I know that some of these 
people go about “doing good” 
every Christmas eve. They 
get Fritz or Angus or Jan 
to fill the big limousine full 
of Christmas baskets. Then 
they drive into the poor dis- 
trict to deliver the gifts 
themselves, sometimes climb- 
ing four or five flights . of 
stairs. And what a kick they 
get out of it! 


Christmas Every Day 

Poor magazine! Poor 

people! Christmas comes but 
once a year to them. They 
get it over with as best they 
can, then go back to normal. 
They are glad it comes only 
once a year. What barren- 
ness is theirs! 
Thank God I also know 
people who feel that every 
day is Christmas. They feel 
that way because they are 
in love with Christ, and with 
the poor who are so dear to 
Him. 

They do not get any par- 
ticular kick out of feeding 
the hungry, or clothing the 
ragged, or tending the sick, 
or educating the ignorant, or 
training the crippled, or tak- 
ing care of some poor wom- 
an’s children, for they do it 
every day. 

They live in voluntary 
poverty. They go hungry 
themselves sometimes, and 
they are pretty nearly always 
tired. They wear second hand 
clothes. They have no am- 
bitions for riches, notoriety, 
fame, power, or authority of 
any kind. 

But they see Christ every- 
where they go. And they will 
not be afraid to see Him face 
to face when they die. They 
will not be at all afraid. 
And what a Christmas that 





day will be! 
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